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1. ANEWLIA: or, the Amours of the Great,- 

An OPERA. As it is Aéted by a Private 
Company near St. Fames’s. The Fourth Edition, 
Price One Shilling and Six-pence. 


Il. The Fate of Corfica: or, the Female Politi- 
cian. A COMEDY. Written by a Lady of 
Quality. Price One Shilling and Six-pence. 


I. The Tryal of Father John Baptift-Girard, on 
an Accufation of Quietifm, Sorcery, Inceft, Ahor- 
tion and Subornation, before the great Chamber 
of Parliament at Aix, at the Inflance of Mifs fary- 
Catherine Cadiere. With a Preface by Mr. C------, a 
learned Refugee at the Hague. ‘The Second Edi- 
tion corrected. Price One Shilling. 


IV. The whole Proceedings in the Arches-Court 
of Canterbury, in a Caufe between the Hon. Mifs 
Catherone Weld, Daughter to the Lord Affon, and 
Edward Weld, Efq: her Husband. To which is 
prefix’d a Preface, by the Author of the Tryal of 
Father Girard and Mifs Cadiere. Price One Shilling. 


V. The Fall of Mortimer. An Hiftorical PLAY. 
Revived froin Mountfort, With Alterations. As it 
is now A&ted at the New Theatre in the Hay- 
Market. The Fourth Edition corre&ed. With 
Additions by the Reviver. Price One Shilling 
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MEN. 
Arich, covetous, old, jealous, 
Mr. Megrim. 3 


whimfical Citizen, and a Juf- 
tice of the Peace. 

| A fine young Gentleman, who 
| Major Archpol. 3 with his Friend plays the 


Spright in Megrim’s Houfe, 
whofe Wife he loves. 

Poe His Friend, a younger Brother 

Capt. sprightly. 7 and Clarine’s Tabed : 

An aukward Country "Squire, 

Nephew to Megrim, and Sui- 


"Squire Clum/ey. tor to Clarinda a rich Heirels, 

to whom Juftice Megrim is 

Guardian. 
Diligence. Megrim’s Steward and Favourite. 
Drivewell. The Coachman. * 

Foot-Boy to the Juftice, and 
Brae ete 3 Accomp'ice with the Spright. 
Slander. Fhe Cook. 
WOMEN. 


CA wanton, gay, handfome, 
oung, witty Woman, the 

; uftice’s Wife and Archpole’s 
Miftrefs, to whom fhe was 

engaged before her Marriage. 

A young Heirefs left to Me 


Mrs. Megrim 


Clarinda, )  grim’s Care, in love with 
¢. ‘Spright!y. 

Miranda A fine rich young Widow, 

o— 3 Archpole’s Miftrefs for a Wife. 


Megrim’s Houfe-Keeper, a Purt 


Mrs. Frible. tanical old Hypocrite. 


Mrs. Sufan. Clarinda’s Maid. 
_ | Mrs. Cicely. Mrs. Megrim’s Maid. 
Mrs. Finick. Miranda's Woman. 


Other Servants, Watch and Conftable. 
The SCENE a Country-Seat near Enfield 


Merry M asquERADERS:? 
OR, THE 


Humorous CUCKOLD. 


ACT I. SCENE L 


Arcuipore’s Lodging. Mafquerading-Habits lying 
on the Table; Ancuipors fitting alone with @ 
Book in his Hand; he rifes, lays down the Book 
—— and fays-— 


ARCHIPOLE. 


2 OW tedious do the Minutes feem 
% to an expecting Lover? Farewell, 
BA good Seneca, ILl ftudy thy grave un- 
soiiey fafhionable Morals when my Miftrefs 
Mey grows old or falfe, and no new one . 
can be found; or when I’m grown 
old and impotent myfelf, and can no longer relifh 
Pleafure. Megrim's charming Wife, my firft Love, ‘ 
and my young rich Widow, fhall'now employ each 
Thought ; the dear, the lovely darling Fair,. that 
a 222 Some 


a 


6 The Merry Mafqueraaers, Or, 
was torn from me by her cruel Parents, ’caufe I 
was then a younger Brother, and facrficed to Me- 
grim, tho’ bound in matrimonial Fetters, and kept 
by the jealous Dotard like a wretched Slave, fhall 
biefs my cager Arms each Night in fpight of a'l 
his Care. What a glorious Night was the laft, 
when, frighen’d from his Bed, he lefe me in Pof- 
{effion of her, though but for a few Minutes, 
in which I was at liberty to fold her in my long- 
inlg Arms, and rifle Kifles from her trembling 
Lips; but could no more, the Clamours the Fiend 
made making me dread to ftay, left I fhould caufe 
her Ruin. ; 
Enter SPRIGHTLY- 


Welcome, my Friend, why did you ftay fo long? 

Spr. | was engag’d at Supper with fome leading 
Members, who fell out about the Sinking Fund ; 
till they all deafen’d one another with the Noife, 
and patted in hot Blood, but left me ne'er the 
wifer: But, tell me, Friend, do you refolve to 
tempt your Fate a fecond time ? Muft we again 
urn Sprights, and haunt poor Megrim’s Houfe ? 
Pry’thee forbear. 

“Arch. Not tho’ Lucifer, and the Cuckold, that 
fhall be, kept the Chamber-Door; Ill horn him, 
or vex him into the other World. But, tell me, 
has Clarinda given you her Confent at laft, and 
fix'd the happy Houri? Or, Is your Paffion 
cool’d ? 

Spr. Llove ker to Excefs, and have her Promife 
to be happy To-morrow: Morning, if fhe can but 
find an Opportunity to fteal out with me. Our 
Scheme is laid, and all things ready; and then, 
mv Friend, we'll tye the lafting Knet: But why 
do you delay to wed Miranda, and run fuch 
Rifques for one, that is by Law another's? 

. Arthe 


The Humorous Cackoid. 7 
Arch, Megrim’s Wife was my firft Love, and has 
my Heart. Miranda is, | own, a very agreeable 
Woman; and has a Fortune, which makes her well 
worth following: but, altho’ I can be civil and 
kind to her as a Wife; yet I can never love hes 
with fuch Ardour as do my Miftrefs. Marriage, 
Charles, you know, damps our Flames; and a 
Wife is fo imperious a Creature, that fhe foon 
grows infupportable, and appears a Jano rather 
than a Venus; but no more of this unpleafant 
Subjeét; tell me, my dear Friend, did not we 
manage it rarely laft Night at Megrim’s? I ap- 
roach’d the Bed with long Strides, glared in his 
Eice, lay ‘crofs his Stomach till he was almoft 
breathlefs: Doubrlefs, the old Ufurer thought 
Lucifer was going to ftrangle nim with his own 
Bags of ill-gotten Pelf: then turning the dark 
Side of my Lanthorn, I gently withdrew to oné 
Corner of the Room, whilft he fprung out of 
Bed, and fled the Chamber, as if the Fiend had 
indeed purfu’d him, Fear magnifying all he faw; 
but then bawl’d fo loud, he forced me to retire 
to prevent Difcovery: let us therefore gag him 
this Night. Come, let us drefs; for it will not 
be long e’re the Boy comes to give us the Watch= 
Word, he is an excellent Mercury, and fam im- 
patient to be with my dear Meh/Ja. 
Spr. The falfe Keys he has given us giver ua 
Emtrance at all Hours, and Midnight is our {ports 
ing-time, let’s in and fhift. 


The watchful Husband vainly tries 

To guard the Fair with jealous Eyes: 

If Love and Nature prompts her to be kind, 
The Man, and Opportunity, fhe’ll furely find. 


fExeunt Omnesy | | 


SCENE 


"8 ‘The Merry Mafqueraders: Or, 


SCENE IL 


'A Room in’ Mecrim’s Houfe, he a Diticence 
talking, MuGrim fitting in his Night-Gows 
and three or four Night-Caps. 


Enter Mecrim and DiIticENcE. 


Meg. Dilligence, fetch me a Dram of Citron-Wa- 
ter, my Supper fits heavy on my weak Stomach 5 
bring fome Orange-Chips too, they are good for 
the Wind. 

Dil. Yes, Sir, fo they are, in Truth, as Expe- 
rience teacheth. [Goes and fetches them. 

Meg. What’s this behind me? Ods fo! I thought 
fomething touch’d my Chair. Alas! alas! how dif 
mally did 1 pafs the laft Night! how my Spirits 
arefunk. Well, Dilligence, I will lye above To-night, 
tell your Miftrefs. No, no, now I think of it, I 
will lye below once more. This is not Brandy that 
you have brought me, what do you mean? Where’s 
the Maccaroons? Why, fure you have loft your Sen- 


fes. 

Dil. Brandy, Sir, you asked for Citron Water, 
and Orange eh 

Meg. Well, Mr. Spendall, what do you mean to 
do? I expeé my Intereft To-morrow, and if you 
muft have a hundred Pounds more, I will have 
Twenty Guineas Premium, and the Intereft of the 
laft Hundred. 

Dil. Lord, Sir, what do you mean ? Pray go to 
Bed, your Underftanding is furely diforder'd. 

Meg. Say you fo, Diligence, indeed fo it is, I pro 
teft I thought Mr. Spendall was here: but now I 
think of it, are my new Cloaths air’d for To- 

morrow £ 
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morrow ? how often have youturn’d them? I war- 
rant*the Fire has been let out twenty times. 

Dil. Truly Sir, the Fire in the Red Room has 
been kept burning thefe fourteen Days and Nights, 
I have turn’d your Worfhip’s Cloaths One hun- 
dred and feventy-five times; they are as dry as 
Tinder. 

Meg. So you told me by my Camlet Cloak, 
which gave me the laft Ague. Get me fome Cho- 
colate, and take away the Dram; ’tis five Hours 
fince Leat. [Diligence going.] Do you hear? Come 
back, and give me a little more Rum firft, and let 
the Bed above be warm’d. 

Dil. Did you not refolve to lye below, Sir, jut 
now 2 

Meg. I think you are inthe right; well, fo I 
will. But harkye, what do think of the Appari- 
tion which you faw laft Night? 

Dil. Think, Sir ; Mercy on us, why, I believe 
that you were opprefe’d, and fo dream’d ; nothing 
elfe 1 hope. 

Meg. Ah! no, no; it was furely more than a 
Dream. Well, Pil lye with my Wife this one Night 
more in that Room, and be fatisfy’d. I'll go and 
look over fome of my Bonds that are near being 
due, to give Orders to my Attorney to put them in 
Suit when the Time’s expir'd, fay my agi and 
to Reft. A Curfe on the late A@ in Favour of In- 
folent Debtors, it has freed above a hundred Mif-- 
creants whom I laid in Prifon, and been the lofs 
of fome Thoufands to me, and now the Intereft of 
Money is fo low, that I muft be ruin’d were it 
not for the frequent Premiums I receive for lending 
{mall Sumsto needy Heirs, and Traders. ’Tis true, 
my Wife’s ten Thoufand Pounds has help’d me 
greatly with ready Money, but fhe has plagued 
me morethan enough, But here comes the Hypo- 
crite, | Enter 


—EE 


10. The Merry Mafqueraders; Or, 
Enter Mrs. MecRiM. 


Mrs. Meg. My Dear, come to Bed ; indeed ’tis 
late : remember, Sir Numpey, you frighted me fadly 
lat Night, and run away from me, that you did. 
Poz, you were very naughty to leave me fo, to be 
haunted by the Devil or one of his Emiffaries, as 
you fancied. Ha, ha, ha! Poz, I havea good mind 
to fhut you out to-night, that I have. 

Meg. No, we will lye above to-night ; for tho’ you 
make a Jeft of it, yet I am certain that 1 both felt 
and faw fomething very dreadful : but Women fel- 
dom fear the Devil, or his Works. 

Mrs. Meg. Ay, do; lye above, and catch Cold, 
do: the Room is as damp as a Vault, the other is 
as warm again. [ Afide.] My Love will be at a lofs, 
if he carries me thither. 

Meg. Well, Diligence, *tis cold, as my Wife fays 5 
fos fet my Sack-Whey, and Conferve of Rofes, and 

urpentine Pills, by the Bed-fide, and Spirits of 
Clary. See how I tremble now ; alas, alas ! 

[Js going ont of the wrong Door. 
Dil. Dear, Sir, you miitake the Door, and are 
going into the Garden. 
Meg. Alas! Diligence, 1 did fo; give me the Can- 
dle. [Hetakes up a Wine-Glafs, inflead of the Candle- 
fick, and goes in, follow'd by Diligence. 
Mrs, Meg. Well, if any thing can excufe a Failing 
ina Wife, it isfuch a Husband. Why did my cruel 
Parents fell me for a great Jointure to fuch a mi- 
ferable Wretch? Curfe on his Wealth, his Breath 
poifons me ; I freeze at his Touch, and loath his 
Embraces ; his Stomach is a Druggift’s Shop, his 
Skin fmells like a Charnel-Houfe; and his Head 
3s a Chymift’s Laboratory. 


Cw) 
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Forgive me, Heaven, if thefe Vows I break ; 


My Tongue, againft myHeart, wasforc’d tofpeak. 
[Exit 


SCENE IIL 
‘ARCHPOLE and SpRIGHTLY. 


Enter Archpole and Sprightly, with a Key in difguife 
as Spirits, with dark Lanthorns. A Table with a 


large Carpet. 


Arch, All’s fafe, now do you place yourfelf out 
of fight, whilft I go in and drive him out of Bed 5 
then do you hold him in play; I'll to the other 
- Door, whilft you keep Centinel. 

[ He goes in by a Side-Door. 

Spr. Let me alone, I'll manage him rarely ; and 
then to Clarinda, Oh, Love! thou mighty Paffion 
which fubdues Mankind, and makes even Mo- 
narchs ftoop to the proud Female they adore, what 
Dangers do we run to gratify our wild Defires? My 
Friend, robb’d of his Right the fair Melfi does 
now attempt lawlefly to poffefs her, and rifques 
his Life, and her fair Fame, for a few Moments of 
Delight, which will doubtlefs coft them both many 
fad Hours in the End. But, {weet virtuous Clarin- 
dz, none fhares thy Heart with me; there 1 am 
fole Mafter, and our Enjoyments won’t be damp’d 
by any racking ftings of Guilt : but hold, the 
Door opens, no more Refleftions ; but for Aétion. 

[He retires, and Megrim comes out in bis 
Night-Gown as frighten'd out of Bed. 

Meg. Oh! Oh! I am kill’d, annihilated, disjoint- 

ed, deftroy’d; Heav’n defend me. 


[Sprightly 


me aes, Rie 

e Merry Ma/queraders ; Or, 

[Sprightly bolrs out upon bims mysan time Arch- 
pole WF lent the Door bekiud, and Megrim 
roaring falls over the Table, and Sprightly 
throws the Carper over him, and rowls bim faft 
up in it, fo goes ins the Scene fbuts, 


SCENE Ivy. 
Crarinpa’s Chamber: 
Enter CLARINDA and SUSAN. 


Cla. 1 hear fomebody tread; open the Door. A 
cruel Guardian, to reduce me to ufe {uch Stratagems 
to get my Liberty, andthe Man‘ love; I tremble 
like a guilty Statefman at the Apprehenfion of a 
free Parliament. 


Enter SPRIGHTLY. 


Spr. My Charmer ! fee the glad Spirit that 
again comes to pay a MidnightVifit to you; I have 
ee revenged you on your Guardian, whom I 

ave left ina woeful Plight, fwadled in that Tur- 
key-work’d Carpet, like an Ex yptian Mummy, whilf 
my Friend banquets at his Coft. 

Cla. 1 blame, yet pity MelifJa, and with her more 
Virtue or her Freedom, and long to leave them, 
Megrim’s a vile, jealous, old Fool, and fhe is wer- 
thy Compaffion. 

Spr. ‘To-morrow’s rifing Sun, I hope, fhall fmile 
upon us, and give me a juft Title to you. Oh! Cla- 
rinda, your Virtue fecures my Peace and yours ;and 
Marriage, which undoes half the World, fhall 
' make us mutually happy. (He embraces her. 


Cla. 
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Cla. Begone, I hear a Noife, and dread left 
all’s difcover’d. 

Spri. Adieu, Tl wait at home the happy Hout. 

Cte. PU not fail ; a Woman feldom fails an Affig- 
nation. (Exit Sprightly. 


SCENE V._ Changes to the Hall, 
Mecrim puts bis Head out of the Carpet. 


Meg. I am e’en fuffocated, and doubtlefs near 
‘ End. Oh! for fome Air, and Cordial-Water 5 
am all diffolved in Sweat. This is furely a Plot 
of my Wife’s to get rid of me, or ‘elfe Luesfer is 
come for my Accounts. Methinks now I could 
repent, were it not for refunding. Oh! oh ! what's 
that I hear? Now I do not dare cry out for fear 
of worfe Treatment. 


Exsrer ARCHPOLE and SpRiGHTLY, and 


Slip off together. 


Meg. Help! help! snethinks I am carry’d in the 
Air, pounded in a Mortar, my Bones rattle, the 
Fiends are making a Poultice of me. Oh! Dilligence, 
Wife, are you living, and will not come to my Aid. 
I perceive thefe Hobgoblings are Men, and either 
come to fteal my Honour, 3¢ my Gold, which is 
much the deareft tome; but now the Fiends are 


gone, I'll venture to make a Noife. Here, Wife, 
Fribble, Diligence. - 


Enter Mrs. Mecrim and Servants, by feveral Doors. 
Mrs. Meg. Duck, come let me help you up. Ah! 


do ; But fee how my Hair flares, and what a dit. 
B order 


iq The Merry Mafqueraders , Or, 
order I am in: alas! the Spirit feem’d to ranfack all 
the Chamber, and then threw itfelf crofs my Sto- 
mach with fuch a weight, I could {carce breathe ; 
nay, at laft I almoft fainted: methought its Eyes 
fhone like two Fire-brands ; it had Horns an Ell 
long at leaft, and grafp’d me in its Claws like a 
Lion ; then I fell to Prayers, on which it rattled 
its Chains, for it feem’d to drag Chains about ity 
and vanifh’din a Flame. Defend us: "tis a ter- 
sible thing to be thushaunted, as | am now fatisfy'd 
this Noife is. Doubtlefs, fome Treafures are hidden 
in ths Place. [ Afide.] I want to get back to Loudov, 
there are Hackney-Coaches and Mafquerades, and 
a thoufand Conveniencies for Lovers. 

Meg, Were it Spirits that walk’d here I could 
endure it, but I fear tis more. Alas! Diligence and 
Fribble, what did you hear and feenothing? Go fetch 
me fome Toaft and Wine; and do you hear? bring 
| fome Drops of Spirit of Caftor and Saffron from 

my Study. Mrs. Fribble, ftep into my Clofet for 
fome Cyprus- Wine I left there, and let {ome Napkins 
be air’d to rub me; I fhall never be myfelf again, 
I fear. (Fribble returns frighted 

Frib. Oh! Sir, che Devil has furely fet his foot 
in the Chamber, the Table’s overthrown, and all 
your Caudles, Cordials, Bolus’s, Pills and Electu- 
aries, are floating and combating on the Floor ; the 
Glafles and Gallipots are running about as i 
they were full of Quick-filver: this Night, doubt- 
lefs, all the Fiends are broke loofe from the loweft 
Regions, and come to vifit us; for my part, tho’ | 
laid the Praffice of Piery under my Head, yet I 
was rock’d and roll’d about all Night in my Bed 
tike a Muftard Bowl. Pray, Sir, returmto London; 
for this Houfe is haunted for certain. 

Mex. I believe fo, Fribble, fo my is LondonHoule 5 


for Cuckoldom, the worft of Devils, waits me 
. there 5 
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there; and fportive Fiends welcome me hither : 
Miferable Wretch, that I am, Sickuefs, Want of 
Appetite and Health, attend me every-where. 
Wealth can’t relieve me, and a young handfome 
Wife is my continual Plague and Curfe. I have 
Sufpicions, which I won’t as yet declare. Why, 
are you all fo negligent? Sure, the Night-Mare 
rides you all, or you might watch by Turns, and 

revent thefe Diforders. Go, blow up the Fire 
in the Bed-Chamber above-Stairs, I will lye there 
the remainder of the Night. {Exit Diligence. 

Mrs. Meg. Ay! do my Dear; and I will ven- 
ture catching Cold with you, to get a little Refts 
tho’ you deferve all you-fuffer for your wicked 
Jealoufy of me who never deferved to be ill 
thought of by my Condué&: but indeed, Numpey, 
you are very wicked; and I believe you married me 
for my Money, not Love. Come kifs, and be 
wifer. - [She kiffes bims 

Meg. There’s Magick in her Lips; fhe’s all Delu- 
fion. Now couldI believe her, were I not thie 
Night convine’d of her Falfhood. A» Statefman’s 
Honelty, a Courtier’s Promife, a Parfon’s Charity, 
a Lawyer's Integrity, and a fine Woman’s Virtue, 
who is wedded to Age and Infirmities, are like te 
be trufted to. [Afide. 


Entry DInticEen cr. 


Dil. Sir, the Chamber's as hot as a Bagria, ancl 
all’s readys your Table and frefh Cordials, Broth 
and Ele€tuaries, are placed: fo, pray go to Reft, 
and we’ll watch “till Morning. 

Meg. Thankye good Diligence, fo Iwill, follow 
me, Syren, [Exit Coughing. 


B. 2 Mee 
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Mrs. Meg. Go, Fool, in thy loath’d Arms con 
fin’d 3 im vain 
You hold me, and my Wifhes would reftrain : 


Tl dram, and fleeping, meet my Love again. 
f Exit. 


SCENE. VI. 


The Servants watching: 
Enter FRIBBLE, DRIVEWELL, SLENDER, Tom. 


FRIBELE, 


Frit. Well, for my Part, I am not able to live in 
the Houfe, for f am almoitt afraid of my own Sha- 
dow; every Thing ‘s bewitch’d, 1 thinks Yefter- 
day I fpilt half my Mafter’s Calves-foot Broth in 
carrying it into his Clofet ; then I went to fit down 
pecaufe my Mafter was at his Devotions, and the 
Chair broke under me, and foT fell backwards 
over my Mafter’s Portmanteau, and overfet the | 
Clofe-Rool. Oh! I was in a wretched pickle. Poor 
Man, he faved me; for he caught me up, orI had 
been loft; then inthe Night, being faint, with the 
fright of the Sprights: they being gone, I rofe to 
get a little Cordial-Water which ftood in my 
Clofet, and miftaking the Bottle, fwallow’d halfa 
Pint of Inkatleaf ; which throwing up againa-ed, 
has fpoiled all the Sheets: Well, the Evil one has 
furely took Poffeflion of this Place before, of 

elfe (ome great Sinners are amongft us, and Jud 
ments are at hand. 

Drive. Imdeed Madam, the Horfes are brown fo 
ungovernable and out of order fince we came here, 
that I know not what ta think ; 1 mift above half 

my 


Tie Humorous Cackold- 17 


my Oats laft Night, and my Candle went out in 
the Lanthorn at leaft ten times in the Stable 5 and 
when I went into the Coach-houfe I fawa great 
Cat as big asa Galloway-hound run betwixt my 
Legs like a Squirrel, threw me all along and va- 
nifh’d. [Afide.] This will be a rare Pretence to 
cheat my. Matter of the Provender. 

Slen. Truly Lam fallen away above three Quarters 
in the Belly fince we came to this devilifh Houfe, 
the Fires burn blue, the Meat is burnt en one fide 
and raw onthe other; the Pyes and Cuftards are 
burn’d at top, and raw within-fide: befides, lam 
always.a-dry or a-~hungry. My Mafter fufpects my 
Miftrefs’s Honetty, and I fear he wrongs her ; and 
therefore nothing thrives: I heard ftrange Noifes 
laft Night, and running down into the Kitchen 
found every thing in diforder, and the Powdering- 
Mies ftanding over the Fire inftead of the Pottage- 

ot. 

Tom. Afide.] Now mutt [relate fome monftrou: | 
Stories to carry on the Plot, and deferve the Maf 
queraders Bounty. Alas! all this is nothing te 
what I faw this very Night ; I met a Thing upon 
the Stairs as tall as the Cieling, with two Heads, 
four Horns, and two Bodies join’d at the Waift 
with one Paunch big enough to have held the 
Wheels of a State-Lottery, or four of the greatefl 
Minifters of State in Exrope; it had cloven Feet, 
four Wings, and two Mouths like the Farnacts of 
a Glafs-houle, and {melt as rank of Fire and Brim- 
ftone as a Pit of Sulphur; it roar’d like Thunder; 
and then funk down lower and lower, till I tum 
bling over it, by falling down Stairs, loft fight of 
it: let me therefore advife you all to get into your 
Beds, and cover your felves over Head and Ears 
till Day-light, for, if you difturb the Devil thus in 
his Night-Rambles, he will, doubtlefs, run. away 
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with fome of you. Hark! I hear a Noife again: 
Mercy on us} [They all rife in pe Ns 
|| Frib. Come, let’s gos; let who will watch and 
venture to engage with the Sprights, I'll go to 
Bed, aad pray that I may never fee fuch a fight of 
mertal Things. Tan’t afraid, but Spectres | do 


Hlrangely dread. ‘Exit all but Tom. 
Tom. Geo, Coward-Fools, go fleep, and Sha- 
dows fear; 


"T'was only modifh Cuckoldom was here. 

My Lady does my jealous Mafter juffly.fit, 

And: more endears her Lover by her fubtil 
| Wit (Exit. 


The End of the Firft Ati. 


ACT IL SCENE I 


Miranda’s Lodging. 
Enter Minanna and Finren drefing of her. 


MIRANDA. 


D OES Archpole go out a-nights with Sprightly, 
‘do you fay? 1 find his Haunts, ungrateful 
Man! have I not fuffer’d him to {peak his Paffion? 
{mil’d upon him, and preferr’d his Company before 
a Crowd of Lovers, who with defpairing Looks 
are all retired ? Am not I fair and young? Have I 
not Wealth enough to make me charming, if I 
was deform’d and old, and does he flight me, and 
think 1 can take-up with half his Heart? No, I 
will drive him from my Soul, and {corn him. 

Fin. Madam, I learn’d what Ihave told you from 
the-Widow’s Ghamber-maid wheresthey lodge, and 
I fufpeét that they are the Sprights that haunt Juf 
tice Megrim’s Houfe. 

Miran. I have heard fomething of his loving 
Meliffa, and fhall be glad to find ‘tis fhe he fol- 
lows, becaufe fhe’s anothers, and their Converfe is 
Criminal 5 it furely. will end. with Shame on her 
Side, and Contempt on his. Make it your Bufi- 
nefs to difcover the Secret; but fee he comes! 
the difembling Wretch ! 


~ Adee 


Enter ARCHPOLE, be runs and catches her in bis 
Arms. 


Arch. So Venus look’d when juft rifen from the 
Sea, and with fuch Tranfport the God of War 
flew from the Field to her Embraces. 

Mir. So falfe Aineas diffembled with the poor 
believing Queen whilft he contriv’d her Ruin, and 
refolved to leave her. [Puts bim from her. 

Arch. This is very poetick, but very unkind, 
Miranda, what do you mean?’ My Charmer, why 
did you turn away that Angel’s Face, and frown 
upon me? What have I done to merit that killing 
Look ? 

Miran. Are you true tome? Are you fincere, 
and do you love no other ? Why do you blufh and 
tremble ? 

Arch, How can I chufe but fhew you this 
Diforder and Concern when’ you're difpleas’d? I 
love you beyond Imagination, why fhould you 
make a doubt of it? fome malicious Rival defames 
me, or elfe Miranda you are falfe to yourfelf, and 
want a Pretext to break with me; if fo, tis very 
well, very well, Madam, I did not expeét fuch a 
Treatment: I own, I thought you above the little 
Artifices of your inconftant Sex ; twas not yout 
Beauty, or Fortune which I valued, in Comparifon 
of your good Senfe, and I believ’d your Soul fo 
noble and fincere, that, had you been poor, 
old and ugly, [ fhould fill have ador’d and-doated 
on you. 

Miran. | likewife believed you to be a Man of 
Honeur and Integrity, and therefore preferr’d you 
above the reft of your faithlefs and deceitful Sex ; 
not that J love you, don’t be vain, and miftake me: 
but fince you have Intrigues, and follow ieee ase 
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I am well inform’d you do: know that I defpife 
you 5 and if' ’tis poffible, Vl hate you. 
[He embraces her. 

Arch. No, Miranda; now | am fure ’tis impof- 
fible for you to hate me, or for me to be fo un- | 
grateful as to do any thing to deferve it; for now 
I am convine’d you love me. Oh! charming tell- 
tale Jealoufy, now bleft be the Tongue that be: 
ly’d me, and caufed you to make this happy Dif 
covery: come, my dear Widow, diffemble no long- 
er; but take off the Mask, and prevent me from 
rambling, by making me your own ; and bind me 
yet fafler, by making it impoffible for us to be 
parted. I can give you no ftrongey |'roof of my 
Love, than by making you my Wit. believe me, 
Miranda, Matrimony is as great a Venture in our 
Sex as yours. 

Miran. Alas! that is the ready wy to make you 
my Slave become my Mafter; Low few Wives 
cancall their Husbands their own * they are rater 
every body’s elfe, always gay anci gallant abrowl 5 
but foon grow furly “and illnarur’d, or per céi 
Strangers at home: no, I'll try you a little lorger 
as a Lover, and if I find as I fufpe&, that you are 
inclined to change, and be inconftant, I'll get hand- 
fomely rid of you, without runaing the rifque of 
a fad Repentance for Life. 

Arch. You'll pnnifh yourfelf as well as me, by 
deferring our Felicity; but, who are you going to 
vit this Morning ? 1 muft turn the Difcourfe. 

Afrales 

Miran. Why, I am going to Breakfaft at Fehiee 
Megrim's with Clarinda and Melifja, to whofe charms 
I fear you are no Stranger ; they fent to invite me 
laft Night. 


Arch, May I beg Leave to waiton you thither? 
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Miran. I know you too well to believe that you 
will not take that Liberty, bring my Cloak and my 
Hood, finith,’tis a cold. Morning, Thear, Major, the 
Houfe is haunted. 

Arch, So the whimfical Juttice fancies 3 but [ be- 
lieve it is rather a Plot of his own Servants to drive 
him back to Town out of that melancholly Re- 
treat. [ dfide.] Now Hypocricy aflift me, how fhall 
I {mile to hear the Story of my own Knight- 
Errantry laft Night, which I fear Miranda fufpects 
fomething of. 

Miran. Come, Major, I’m ready. 

Aveh, trembling.) | take your Hand, and feel » 


Pleafure, which Words can’t reveal. (Axeunt Omues. . 


SCENE Ir 
Mecrim’s Hoe, a Parlour, Tea-Table, and 
. Chairs, ' 


Enter Mecrim, Mrs. Mecaim, Crar INDA, Dm 
LIGENCE, FRIBLE, and Footboy, Ladies drinking 
Tea. 


Megrim. Diligence, bring my Cinamon-colour’d 
Coat with gold Buttons, and my Flower’d-Damafe 
Wailtcoat, and white Silk-Stockings; and, do you 
hear? bring my Wig too. (Exit Diligence, 
Frible, here take away this Tea, I don’t like it, give 
me fome Wine, and a piece of Cake. 


Enter Ditrcence. 


Oh dear! what have you brought me there, Dilj- 
gence? I meant my light-colour'd Drugeet-Suit, go 
fetch them. Frible, where is your Bills of lait 
Week’s Expences 2 Frib, 
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Frib. I gave them to Your Worfhip Yeiterday, 
and you found fault that there was too much Cheefe 
eat, and Wine drank. 

Meg. *Tis true, Frible, alas! my Memory de- 
cays ; there was three Pint-Bottles of Claret, 
which was out of twenty Dozen which young 
Rakely the Templer fent me for a Prefent, for getting 
him out of the King’s- Bench before his Father 
arrived in Town ; and then] call to mind that you 
fent half a Cheefe of thofe Chebire Cheefes which 
I took out of poor Meanwell’s Shop when I feized 
his Goods, and turned his Wife and feven Chil- 
dren:out of Doors, was eaten in five Days, alas! 
my Expences run high ; 1 hop’d to have fav'd a 
great deal by coming into the Country: I don’t 
know where [ have put your Bills. Bid Diligence 
look in my Pockets. What Cloaths did I wear 
Yefterday, Wife? I have forgot. 

Mrs. Meg. Why, Duck, you had your Blue Cam- 
blet-Surtout over your grey Cloth in the Morning; 
then at Noon you put on your Copper-colour with 
Gold Lace; and in the Afternoon you call’d for 
your fad-colour’d Velvet. 

Meg. Did 12 Well, let them fearch all my Poc- 
kets of that Day. . 


Enter ARCHPOLE and MIRANDA. 


Mir. Ladies, a good Morning to you. Mr. Me- 
grim, you look poorly to-day. Madam, you don’t 
nurfe the Juftice enough, I fear. 

Arch. No, indeed, for he wants a great deal of 
nurfing, I believe. 

Mrs. Meg. Poor Numpy ! fa he does; but indeed 
he has it: but he is fo difturb’d a-nights, 

Meg. Yes, ever fince I was marry’d. [Afide. 


Clar. 
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Clar. Madam, the Major and you look fo gay 
this Morning, that one would fufpeé that you had 
feen the Intide of a Church; may we wish you 
Joy 2 Come, Widow, though your Weeds ben’t off, 
you are not the firit that has been marry’d in black 
Bays and Crape. 

Arch, Tell them it is fo, Madam never mince 
it. 

Mir. Our looking gay is rather a fign that I 
have not been there; for then he would look very 
infolent, and I very foolifh. : 

Mg. Pray, Friends, tell me, did you ever hear 
from any of the Inhabitants of this Place that this 
Houfe was ever haunted before ; for I and my Fa- 
mily have been fo frighted and difturb’d thefe two 
Nights pait, that I can’t continue here, if it be 
not remedy’d 2? 

Mir. Surprizing! I can fearce credit it, 

_ Arch, 1 have heard fomething of it fince my 

Friend and.I came here to lodge; and I do not 
think it altogether impoftible, 


Enter Cuumsy and two Servants. 


Clum. Servant, Uncle ; Servant, Aunt; by your 
Leave, Mrs. [u/Jés Clarinda.] Why, Uncle, how do 
you do? the Folks at your London-Houfe told me, 
that you were befide your Wits fince you were 
marry'd; and the Folks in the Country fay that 
you are all mad at London. Why fince the South- 
Seas a number of People have gone wild, and 
hang’d, and made away with themfelves; and 
Folks of the higheit Rank, as a Man may fay: 
and fome Folks wifh that fome others would fol- 
low fo good an Example. But I had a mind to 
fee you to ask you about it, a-dod; but they 
tell me the Devil dances here a-nights, Nunky, 
Fags! 
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fags, I would be glad to fee the Fiend, that is, in 
acivil way; he! he! he! for I an’t afraid. 

Meg. Nephew, you are welcome ; you are well 
grown. Clarinda, what do you think of him? is 
he not a proper Spark ? this is my Nephew whom 
I have fent for ta.marry you. Speak to her, Ned 
come, don’t be bafhfil. 

Clum. He! he! he! no, nos never fear, Uncle: 
I can touze and rumple a Girl as well as any 
Man, fo fhe han’t a confounded Hoop on and 
Silks, for they difcover all: for if one goes to kifs 
*em for a little Fun, their Coats ruftle, or their 
Hoops fly over their Heads, and make one afham’d 5 
I can’t lye and flatter, but no matter: Look’y, 
Miftrefs, 1 am the beft Manin the Town I live in, 
and Lord of a Mannor; and I have as good 
Hounds, and a Mare, by Judas Ifcariot, fhe’ll out- 
run the Devil. Nay, don’t look {cornful, you are 
not fo handfome ; Pll warrant I'll have as good 
as you ; and if you don’t like me, why fay fo, and 
there’s no Harm done. [kvocks bis Heels, and whiftless 

Clar. Not unlikely ; you may marry your Mare, 
fhe’s fitteft for you; for fhe’ll neigh when you. 
whiftle, and your Dogs may join in the Concert. 
Marry thee !.thou art only fit to make a Cuckold 
of, and fave a Woman’s eputation. 

Meg. Fie, Nephew, you want Breeding ; pray 
ask my Ward’s Pardon: Ladies muft be treated af- 
ter another manner, ‘ 

Cum. A Minx, 1 don’t care this for her ; [_fuap: 
bis Fingers.) let her eat Chalk and Oatmeal, as they 
fay, | won't follow and whine; a Flirr, what does 
fhe mean to abufe a Man the firft time the fees 
him? My Mare Dide is a Queen to her. [bullous 
as if a bunting.] [They all laugh bus Megrim, 
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Arch, Come, Squire, we'll make all up; you 
and I, with your Uncle’s Leave, will go and drink 
a Glafs of Wine together. 

Clum. Hang Wine, naity Stuff; give me fome 
Offober and a Toaft, or Sack-Wine and Cake, fuch 
as my Grandmother and I us’d to eat for Breakfatt: 
by Dido, we often ftuff’d ! we ftar’d again a 

“many a goad time. She waa rare Woman in her 
Days, fhe could {pin, and fing Chivy-Chace it would 
have ravifh’d a Bed-ftaff; my Dog Jumper ufed to 
howl in Concert with her like a Bear: fhe bred 
‘me up, reft her Soul, and never let me go to 
‘France, to be a modifh Baboon with a Pig-tail 
Wig, or get you know what, Uncle. .The Parfon 
of the Parifh was my Tutor 5. we were-drunk to- 
-gether five times a Week at leaft, for he lov’d Oc- 
sober, (Exit Clarinda. 

Arch, Is your Grandmother dead, Sir? d 

Clum. Dead! Ay, ay, Sir, fhe’s as dead as Old 
Noll; to my Sorrow 3 I was her Bedfellow one and 
twenty Years, till I got my Miftrefs’s Daughter 
with Child, and then fhe put me to lye in the 
Truckle-Bed in her Chamber. Alas! I cry’d more 
for my poor Grandmother than ever I did for any 

“thing in all my Life, except a Setting-Bitch which 
I loft about ten Days ago: I can’t think of them 
but it breaks my Heart. ; Cries. 

Meg. Monftrous Fool! but if I match Clarida 
to him, I fhan’t be made accompt for her Fortune 
during her Nonage. [afide.} Nephew, you had 

etter forget your Setting-Bitch, and think of 
learning good Manners, and courting Clurinda ; 
Major 4rchpole will make you better acquainted 
with the World. 

Clum. Better acquainted! why fure, Uncle, you 
take me for a Fool; truly, I know the World 
enough: the young Woman looks well, but your 
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Londoners are plaguy deccitful; and do you fee, if 
flie don’t know when fhe has a good Proffer, I 
de ; fo there’s an End of the Story. [Whiftles. 

Meg. Well, Nephew; | hope now you will ftay 
fome time with us, and the Major fhall fhew you 
the Court, the Ridofto’s, Ma{querades and Plays. 

Clum. Yes, to make me a Rake, and corrupt my: 
Honefty s No, Uncle; let me fee the Lions, and 
the Tombs, and the Bear-Garden: Fags, I love 
Gock-fighting and Bear-baiting as dearly:as Beet 
and Pudding ; and, if I was a King, Bears, Wolves, 
Monkies, Affes, and Dromediaries, fhould be my 
Favourites ; and Bull-Dogs, I forgot Bull-Dogs : 
but I forget,. pray Nunkey, let me fee the Devil. 

Mrs. Meg. Yes, Nephew, thatis but Reafon, if 
he comes here : Come, let us go in and chat whilft 
I drefs Miranda. 

Mir. Madam, I wait of you; Pll look Clarind., 
whorhas given us the flip, [ perceive, being tired 
of the ’Squire’s Company. ‘ 

[Exit Mrs. Megrim and Miranda, 

. Arch. Mr. Megrim, the Squire and I will take a 

Turn in your Garden; for Iam very-defirous of 

his Acquaintance: he’s a very facetious Gentle- 
man. 

Clum. He! he! he! More Folks think fo'in the 
World.. Sir, you are a very civil Gentleman; and 
Pll honour you with my Company. 

(Exit Clumfy and Archpole. 

Meg. Diligence, bid Drivewell put the Horfes to 
the Coach, |" go abroad; or let the Horfes be 
faddled, Vll ride: but the Coach may meet me as 
Ycome back, [Exit Diligence.] I muft to Town to 
give my Attorney Inftrugtions, and fee how Stock 
goes. Come Fribble, come in, and bring the Cor- 
dial-Bottle with you, and look my Papers. 
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Ten. Oh! dear Sir; the Fiends have been in 
the Stables to-night for certain; your Nag and 
the Coach-Horfes were found in the Clofe, and 
the Stable-Doors left open: the Horfes are fo 
Scared, and appear fo tir’d, that the Devil has 
durely rid them. The Farrier. muft be fent for to 
new-fhoe them, and they muft have Reft. 

Mg. Ob,. what will become of me! what can 
all this mean? | fhall be obliged to remove hence, 
and that will be a great Expence. | will find 
out the Caufe of this Diforder, let it coft what it 
will. C Marriage! thou Bane of all Men’s Plear 
fures ; 1 muft be marry’d at. thefe Years: I have 
been that tame Monfter: a Husband but fix 
Months, and have never known three happy 
Hours: the Ten Thoufand Pounds was the Bait, 
and I would now give Twelve to be rid of my 
Wife again; tho? | would not part with a Shil- 
Jing on any other- Score, tho’ it were to fave a 
Life. Iam too well convine’d that Age and Youth 
can never agree. Well, I forget; | muft to Town. 
O dear; O dear, where am | going? [Miftakes, 


and is going: into a Clofet. Exit Coughing. 


SCENE ITIL. Sprightly’s Lodging, 


SrprRicuTrxyy Alone. 


Te has ftruck Eleven, and fhe’s not come; 
{ fear it. will be paft the Canonical Hour: 
But why am IJ thusimpatient? Becaufe I have not 
yet enjoy’d her. She has Beauty, Wit, Money, 
Youth, and what’s above all thefe, Virtue, and | 
Jove her; and therefore, *tis no Wonder | = 
thus 
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thus in Pain for her Coming, and uneafy at her 
Abfence: But when we are marry’d, and the | 
Bleffing’s fecur’d to me, | fhall, perhaps, like the 
reft of my Sex, prove ungrateful, and “provoke 
her to grow indifferent ; and fo both of us grow 
fond of being afunder, like the reft of the World: - 
and yet, fure, if I know myfelf and her, that’s » 
next to an Impoffibility, 


Enter CLARINDA mafqued, .. 


Clar. Am I not good now? Believe me, I 
tremble like a Bird juft efcap’d from his Cage. 
Spr. My Charmer, I have counted every tedious 
Minute fince we pe and thought them Ages: 
Nay, I was almoft diftra&ted at your Stay. Come, 
all’s ready, I have a Parfon ready to fay Gracew. 
Clar. And fo you will be treated at my Coft, 
and the firft Thing I muft facrifice to oblige you, 
muft be that darling Treafure Liberty. 
Spr. No, Clarinda ; you will only bind me faft- 
er: make me your Slave for Life, 


Man vainly boafts of Right and lordly Power, 
7Tis you who reign, and we, your Slaves, obey. 
[Exeunt omnes 


Tike End of the Second ACT. 


C3 AC Te 


A€T Wl. SCENE LE 
Megrim’s Hall. 


Enter Mrs. Mz orim, Miranva,.CLaRInDA, 
ARCHPOLE and CiuUMsEY. 


Mrs. MEGRIM. 


pu Widow, how happy are we now 


that my jealous Goaler is abfent; for, 

tho’ I dare not ftir from home,.yet I can 
eajoy my Friend’s Company without Conftrainr, 
would you, believe it ? Some Ladies of the Court, 
with whom I had the Honour to be acquainted 
before my Marriage, came to vifit me in my old 
Man’s Abfence ; and were fo good as to take me 
with them to the Play, and from thence to the 
Mafquerade: but, Heavens! when I came home 
in a Chair at Four im the Morning, he was like 
a Fiend, and fwore he would keep me-in the 
Country the reft of my Life. The ill-natur’d 
Brute faid a thoufand fcandalous. Things of the 
Court, and abufed all the innocent: Pleafures and 
Liberties that are allow’d of by our Betters: I 
could almoft have with’d for fome Informer to 
have over-heard him, had “he not been my Hus- 
Band: Alas! Miranda, he calls a Mafquerade the 
Temple of Venus, and the ingenious Heidegger is 
the High-Prieft ;. he. believes the Air-infectious: 
at thar. End of the Town 
Enter 
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Frib. Madam, there are fome of the Country- 
People, and fome Dancers, come to divert your 
Ladyfhip this Evening, now my Mafter’s abroad, 
fhall | admit them ? 

Mrs. Meg. Yes, let them come in. Come, Mi- 
randa, and Major; let us fee a little of their 
Country-Sports 5 it will divert us. 

Clum. O Cremini, do Aunt; come, Mrs. Cla- 
rinda, don’t you love Dancing 2 By Dido’s Garters 
I do, and PI! fhew you how all how | can dance. 


Enter the Dancers with Mufick, then a Dance, du- 
ring which ‘CLumszy fnaps his Fingéns, whiftlesy 
fiamps; and at laft runs in amongft them, and 

uts them all in Diforder. Thek MEGR1IM enters 

with a Whip in bis Hand, and falls upon the Dan- | 
cers. CLUMSEY throws & Glafs of Wine iz his 
Face, and the Ladies laugh, 


Meg. So, here’s fine Doings; what is Hell broke 
loofe, and Cuckoldom in a thoufand Shapes? 
What, mafquerading both Day and Night? Sure, 
thefe, Sports were invented by fome noted Cuc- 
kold of Diftin&tion, who was refolved to procure 
that Honour for allsthe reft of Mankind, and en- 
courage Whoredom in Difguife. Out of my 
Houfe. 

Dan. Indeed, Mr. Juftice, we meant no Harms 
[One of the Dancers.) we are your Neighbours, and 
came in good Will to divert your Lady, 

Meg. Yes, and drink up my Strong Beer, or 
convey Love-Letters to my Wife. 

_ Dan. You have nothing in your Cellar or Pantry 
hut what's. under Lock ‘and Key, -as is reported. 
; You: 
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You live on the Spoils of others, you are no Cre- 
dit to your Country, nor your Commiffion, Mr. 
Juftice, ler me tell you. Od’s Heart, don’t ftrike 
me, { fhall------. 

Clum. -Well done, Hobnail ;. bear up boldly to 
the old Snarler. 

Meg. Vagabonds! 

| (Strikes. Clumfey throws the Snuff in bis Face. 
Ladies and Archpole shrow Money to the 
Dancers, who go off laughing at Megrim ; 
Mrs. Megrinr runs to help bim. 

Meg. Ah! Ned, Ned; this was ill-done. 

Mrs. Meg. Indeed, my Love, fo it was, to blind 
poor Numpy, and put out his poor Nyes: Indeed, 
Squire, we'll put you out of our Will. 

Clum. Plague! Uncle, you are furely horn-mad, 
as a Man ny fay ; why a Devil did you {poil 
our Dancing’ I'll {wear you lunatick 3 by Dido, 
you han’t been compos:mentis this fix Months: Be- 
caufe you are a fufty old Skeleton yourfelf, and 
good for nothing, ‘we muft have no Recreation. If 
my Aunt don’t dance Jigs'with fomebody elfe, by 
Dido, fhe deferves the Treatment you give her. 

Arch, Really, Mr. Adegrim, this is a little uncivil 
before us. 

Mir. \f Thad fuch a Husband, I fhonld not be 
fo good as your Lady is to you.. 

Meg. Madam, you. may make the Major a fa- 
fhionablé Monfter, if you pleafe ; my: Wife wants 
no fuch Tutors. 

Clum. But, faith, Uncle, you-want a Tutor; by 
Vulcan’s Forge, you are an Antidote againft Matri- 
mony, in my mind,.and fit only to be you know 
what, Uncle. 

Agech,. Come, let’s go. 


Meg; 
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Meg. Come, Wife, let’s to our Chamber, I am 
giddy ; the Fool grows infupportable. Clarinda, 
do you entertain the Widow. Oh dear! my Head: 

{ Exit, led by Mrs. Megrim, 

Mir, Clarinda, well take you and the Squire 
along with us to Supper. 

Clar. I muft not ftay long with you. Well, Ma- 
jor, what Encouragement ts this to Matrimony ? 

Arch, Age and Youth thus match’d mut be. a 
prepofterous Union, and prove ruinous to both 
Sides: Nature and Reafon are againft ir, but 
where Years and Humours fuit ’tis fweet. And 
with you, Miranda, Pll venture to make a Contract 
without any Scruple; you never wror g’d even an 
old Man, your Virtue has flood that Veft. 

Mir. Don’t be jealous, then. ' 


For he who a Wife’s Virtue does diftru?, 
Provokes her to Revenge, *caufe injur’d firfts 


[Exeunt Omues 


SCENE IL. A Chamber. 
Enter Mrs. Fataue and DILIGENCE. 


DrLicEnce. 


Come, dear Mrs. Frible, let us enjoy ourfelves a 
little whilft the Family are retired to go to Bed; 
here’s a Bottle of good Cana:y, a few Olives, and 
a Pound of excellent. Maccaroons, which’ | have 
Brought you [Pulls all from under bis Cowt.}.to folace 
ourfelves withal to repair our decay’d Strength, 
and help Nature; alas! want of Reft is a great 
Enemy to Health, 


Frib. 
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Frib, Ay, indeed, good Mr. Diligence, fo it is, as 
you fay; and we have a fad Time of it fince we 
came to this difturb’d Habitation, But pray tell 
me what do you think of this Matter? In Truths 
I believe it fome ungodly Sinners who do vifit our 
Miftrefs. : 
Dil. Rightly guefs’d, my Beloved, rightly judg. 
ed ; for, though we are forbidden, as Mr. Timothy 
Puzzle-Text faith, to traduce or defame our Neigh- 
bour 5 yet it is permitted to the Saints to.judge of 
Sinners, and reveal their Ungodlinefs for to edify 
others: and our Miftrefs is a vain lafcivious young 
Woman, as I may fay to you who are my Bofom- 
Friend, and the Loadftone of my carnal Affeétions, 
: [He kiffes ber, and they drink, 

Frib. | doubt it not, good Mr. Diligence; my 
AffeGtions incline much to you, and ‘I find much 
Comfort and DeleGation in your pious Convers 
fation. 

Dil. Ah! when ffiall the good Man- do the 
friendly Office, and make of us two but one? 

Frib. How gladly fhould I yield to thy Requeft, 
did I not fear my Mafter’s Difpleafure ; bur that 
would break all our Meafures, and he would be 
fo wickedly jealous of our being too intimate, and 
joining to inrich ourfelves, in order to our Efta- 
blifhment in the World; that he would furely dif- 
mifs one of us.: but now he fufpeéts nothing of 
out Intimacy, and we can both with eafe make 
good Advantage of the Confidence he repofes in 
ws. 

Dil. My Beloved, thou art wife and prudent: 
indeed fo we do; for his Forgetfulnefs,. and want 
of Confidence in our Miftrefs, doth procure me 
many Opportunities of converting {mall Sums 
which he doth lay afide in Holes and Corners, 
and my penetrating Eyes doth difcover ; nor do | 


think 
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think it any Sin to take of his Abundance to pro- 
vide for our Neceffities in time to come; for he 
is an Ufurer, and a Man of no tender Confcience, 
who doth opprefs and grind the Poor; and, like 
other Stewards, I will inrich myfelf. 

Frib. 1 did confult good Mr. Scruple about this 
Matter, when I paid him his laft Quarteridge at 
the Meetings and he did affure me, that it was 
lawful and right to take from the Wicked to affift 
the Saints. 

Dil. Let me embrace thee tenderly, and then 
we will retire to Reft, left the evil ones fhould 
-come who haunt this Place, and difcover our Se- 
crets5 give me an Earneft of thy warm Lips. [Bell 
rings.) Hark! I muft be gone, Joy and Reft at- 
tend thee; and, to conclude, let’s finifh the 
Bottle. eh [They drink the Wine off. 

Frib. Indeed, it has revived my Heart; if thou 
fhould’ft find the way, I fhould not fhut the 
Door of my Chamber againft thee. 

Dil. There is a {mall Prefent for thee of Gold. 

[Gives her a Purfe. Exit. 


Enter AnenvoLt and Spricguryy in their Maf- 
querade-Dreffes with Dark-Lanthorns. 


Arch, Now, my Friend, let us firft fecure Me- 


grim, and then bind all the Servants in their 


Beds, to confirm them in their Fears, and fecure 
them, thar we may be at liberty to enjoy the fair 
ones; and thus we may revel all the Night, you 
in your charming Bride’s Arms, and I in my dear 
Me/iffa’s, at leaft till break of Day, and not fear 
to be interrupted in our Pleafures. But, above 
all, let us bind the Counrry-Squire faft; who will 
be, doubtlefs, more clamorous than the reft, as 
being moft cowardly. 

Spr. 
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Spr. Never fear, Vil do my Part, and with a 
Bridegroom’s Hafte: but firft, let’s bind Megrim. 
[They go ins 


Enter Cuumsey with a Candle, as out of Bed. 


Clum. By Dido, I can’t fleep a Wink in this 
damn'd Houfe, I am fo afraid of the Sprights; I 
am fure I heard fome Doors open and fhut: Now 
would I give Five Pounds to be at home. Hark, 
hear a Noife; by Jupiter mmon, Pll creep down 
into the Cellar, and hide myfelf: my Hair ftands 
upright, and my Knees knock together like Peas 
in a Bladder. 3 Lord! what fhall I do, if the 
Devil fhould have a fancy to make Mummy of me 
or a Notimy ? " (Exit. 


Mecaim difcover’d bonnd in a Chair, a Dark- 
Lanthorn on the Table. 


Meg. Now | am too well convinc'd thefe are not 
Sprights but Men, Villains who, no doubt, pol- 
lute my Bed, as well as break my Rett. Me- 
thinks, | am no longer old or weak; Rage fires 
my Soul, and that tormenting Thought! And | 
could rave like a mad Hero; bur alas! Prudence 
and Age forbid. il try to difcover who they are, 
that my Refentments may find where to hit with 
Jnftice; the Law fhall do me Right: Pray, 
Heaven, the Villains prove but rich, and then |'Il 
{mile at the Strampet’s Failing. Now, if I can 
but open the Side-Door foftly, I fhall have a 
fhocking Proof of my Misfortune; I doubt nor, 
[ls goimg ont at the wrong Door.) Alas! what do | 
doP | miftake the Door. Oh! my Head, my 
Head. [He goes to the Side-Doory and returns.) All's 
dark, | only heard a Noife, as if the Table was 
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thrown down, and then foft Whifpers: Sure, I 
fhall grow mad, to think what a Moniter | am 
made.’ Now, were I young and rafh, 1 fhould 
fheathe my Sword in their Breafts, and difpatch 
them into the other World: but a'as! thefe are 
ungodly Deeds, which my weak Arm is quite un- 
able to perform, old and unarm’d : I dare not fo 
much as fpeak aloud Word, or enter the Room, 
for fear of being ftrangled, or at leaft baftinado’d ; 
I have no Remedy to fly to but the Law. 1 will 
be divorc’d, recover Damages, and, like. my Bet- 
ters, be a Cuckold upon Record; and fo be 
amply revenged on the Strumpet and her Para- 
mour.--------- Let me think, who can it be that 
wrongs me thus ? 


Enter Crumcny 


Clum. Oh, Fiends! 1 am quite jaded; my Eye 
are out, Oh, Uncle help! Wild-fice and Brim- 
ftone burn me; dear Lucifer, take my Aunt, or 
any body elfe: by Dido, I am tired of your Com. 
pany. Ah, Lard! 


Enter Mrs. Mecarm, Crarinpa and Susan, 


Mrs. Meg. What is the Matter? 
[Megrim gers up raving. 
Meg. Oh, Wife, cruel Wife, you can unfold this 
hellifh Plot, this diabolical Myftery ; avo'd me, 
be gone from my Houfe and Bed: I exclude you 
for ever, thou, Strumpet, Syren, thou Devil in 
human Shape, Woman, Woman, Woman! Oh, my 
Brain runs round, my Peace is ruin’d. Oh, Hea- 

ven, help me. 

Mrs. Meg. Really, Husband, I am forry to fee 
you thus; you are certainly going ftarkemad, and 
D mull 
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muft fhortly be confin’d, to add to my AfiGi 
ons, which are great enough already, Heaven 
knows. Is it not Plague fufficient for us to be 
thus tormented with Spectres, and robb’d of Sleep, 
but you muft conceive fuch abominable fcanda- 
lous Conceits of me? truly, my Patience is quite 
worn out: tell me, bafe Man, what Vifions have 
appear’d to your deluded Fancy? 

Clar. Indeed, Sir, you give too much way to 
Fancy; I am vifited with much fuch Noifes, and 
difturb’d much after the fame manner as you and 
Mrs. Megrim are: and yet | am not much uneafy 
at it, becaufe I am not confcious that I ever in- 
jured any body; and fo conclude, that the Spi- 
rits will not hurt me, 

Meg. 1am not obliged, Madam, to reveal my 
Thoughts of this ftrange Vifitation; Time will 
clear all: I have feen enough to my Sorrow ; but 
{peak, Nephew, what have you feen this diftract- 
ing Night? 

Clum. Seen, Uncle! why, fags, 1 belicve all 
Lucifer’s Court has been keeping the Carnabal, 
as a Man may fay, in your Houfe to-night: I 
was no fooner a-bed, but I fancy’d that | heard 
a club-footed Devil a ftumping about the Cham- 
ber ; and peeping out of the Curtains, I fancy’d 
a great brindled Cat with great fiery Eyes ftar'd 
me in the Face: then methought, | heard a great 
Noife on the Stairs: i tarred out of Bed, hurry'd 
my Cloaths on, and crept down in a confounded 
Sweat: By Dido, | foon got to the Cellar; but 
was fo afraid [ could not itay; fo I crawl’d very 
foftly up to Mr. Diligence, whom I found, good 
Man, bound in Cords by the Devil: fo I loos’d 
him. and we went {trait to Mrs. Frible, who was in 
the fame Condition, and ina Fit; fo | left him to 


comfort her, and coming down again, I faw a,j 
Fiend 
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Fiend at leaft ten Foot high croffing the Gallery 
from Clarinda’s Chamber, I was fo frighten’d that 
1 flumbled, and fell down; and he threw fome 
Devil’s Powder into my Eyes, I believe, on- | 
which I roar’d, and he run. By Judas Ifcarior, 
Uncle, you have murther’d fomebody, or are be- 
witch’d, for the Noife begins in your Chamber ; 
and, if I ftay here a Night longer, the Fiends 
fhall run me down for a Stag, and you fhall make 
Pyes of my Humbles, by Dido. 

Meg. | will difcover the Bottom: of all this, tho’ 
it cofts mea Thoufand Poutids; and when I know 
the Authors of my Injuries, by Jove, Pil do myfelt 
Right. Diligence, follow me, I'll lye above, and 
you fhall watch till Day breaks; then I'll to Low- 
dow: and for you, my good, virtuous, injurd 
Wife, Ill let you know my Mind foon. Bid 
Frible bring me fome Cordials, and fome Wine, 
to revive my diflraéted Spirits. Ob, fubiil, fubtil 
Woman. 

Worman’s a Mafter-piece in Evil, 
And will outwit the very Devil. 


(Exit Congking 


Clar. | wifh he may go to London; and then | 
doubt not but we fhall fleep in Quiet. 

Mrs. Meg. Well, I'll e‘en now to Bed, and Ci-ely 
Shall now be my Bedfellow ; and let the Sprights 
do their worft,] warrant,when he is gone theHoule. 
won’t be haunted. 

A youthful Form no Lady fears, 
We dread no Spright but what’s in Years. 


[ Exeunt Omues, 
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SCENE IV. 
The Ourfide of Mecrim’s Hiufe. 


Enter ARCHPOLE and SPRIGHTLY their 
Difgnifes as going heme. 


Spr. Curfe upon old Megrim and Clumfey, they 
prevented me from enjoying my Bride: fure, the 
Devil was ill natur’d, and refolv’d to punish us for 
affuming his Shape any-where but at his grand 
Rendezvous in the Hay-Market. Hark! ftand 
clofe, here comes the Watch ; they are going their 
Rourds. 


Enter Conftable and Watch. 


Con. Stand! who goes there? Stand, in his Ma- 
iefty’s Name. Seize them: Ay, Neighbours, 
Juftice Megrim’s Houfe has been haunted, they 
iay. Mercy onus! here’s ftrange Dreffes ! Speak, 
what are ye, mortal Men or Spirits, Sure, thefe 
are fome of the Court-Mafqueraders. Speak, 
what are you? 

Arch, Devils! you Cuckolds, ftand off; or we'll 
{plit your Weafens. [Tiey draw, and feuffle; 

the Watch draw back, 

Con, Lay on, Boys; refift the Devil, and he will 
fly you: lay en boldly. 

it. Man, Nay, Mr. Conftable, I an‘t much af 
fear’d; but I don’t like their Phyfiognomies : Do 
you interpofe your Authority, and fpeak to them. 
You are his Majefty’s Reprefentment, and ’tis your 
Place to lay hold of Defenders. 1 don’t care to 
meddle, to get a broken Pate. 
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ad, Man. And that’s wifely faid, Neighbour. 
Put up your Stick-Frogs, good Mr. Devils, an’t 
pleafe Your Worfhips, and let us converfe civilly ; 
we are honeft, well-meaning Men, and love Peace 
better than War, as well as our Betters. 

Spr. Look ye, Mr. Conftable, and Gentlemen. 
of the Watch, we are out upon an innocent Fro- 
lick ; we are Gentlemen: Here’s a Crown for ye 
all to drink; and let us go home without more 
Queftions. 

Con. Hum! why, as you fay, it may be a Fro- 
lick, and no Harm; e’en go, it is not our Bufi- 
nefs to keep People from going home: e’en go. 

4rch. Good-night then. We are well off. [ 4fide. 

[Exit Sprightly avd Archpole. 

Con. Come, my Lads, they were bold Fellows 5 
ad’s Heart! I am glad we are rid of them, they 
look’d odly ; tho’ I have more Courage than to be 
afraid of them. 

1ft. Man. Ay, they look’d featly; fure, they 
are Outlandifh-Folks: what ftrange Head-Geer 
and Coats they had on! Well, 1 wifh that I may 
be metamorphos’d into a Hedg-hog, if I don’t 
tremble every Joint of me; my Heart has a Pa 

itation, and my Guts wamble as if I had fwal- 
ow’d Belzebub and half a {core Fiends: Let ut 
e’en to the Red Lion, and get fome Burnt-Braudy, 
Mr. Conftable. 

Con. Agreed, agreed; come, Neighbours, let's 
en worm ourfelves, and then go home to our 

ives. 


Let Villains walk, and lead diforder’d Lives s 

All honeft Men go home, and love their Wives, 
Tho’ guilty Statefmen get no Eafe or Reft; 

And the rich Knave’s with Fear in Dreams oppreft, 
The Poor and Honeft with {weet Sleep are bleft. 


D3 ACT 


ACT IV. SCENE I, 
A Hall in Mzecrim’s Houfe. 


Exter Crumsey, and Susan with a Bottle of Sack 
in ber Hand, as drunk, 


CLuMSEY. 


YVEL L, Mrs. Sufan, you fay you are of a gond 
*Y Deicent; come, let me bufs you; we have 
fs the Night together, and will pafs the Day; 
*, aad every Day and Night together, by Dido, 
“\y Uncle is an old Ufurer, an old Fool, as you 
y, aad a Knave, (that is under the Rofe,) to 
16 match me to his Trollop of a Ward Cla- 
sat, He! he! he! a Spright vifits her and my 
Aunt too; He! he! he! they fhan’t make a 
stoak of me; a Monfter, as my Uncle fays: what 
do I care for Money? She that loves me 1’ll love 
her; bufs me,-ye little Pig’snies, do: Pl make 
you a Squirefs, Huffy, I will; drink tome, you 
jade, you, we'll be marry’d prefently. 
- Su. Shall I indeed, Sir? Truly, | am afham’d 
eo make fuch Advances; but you are fuch a fine 
Man, and a Perfon of fuch great Parts, that I 
cannot hold out againft you. 

Clum. No, my Girl; I am out of all Patience: 
come, ’tis Five o’Clock, let’s to the Parfon’s; 
why, I'll knock han up from his Wife, and make 
oid Paunch rife, and tye us together as faft as Ma- 
trimony and Repentance, or my Dogs Whitefeot 

and 
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and Ranger. Let us go, here I have Money to 
pay him; and a Parfon will do any thing for 
Money: By Dido, it fhall be done, or Pll beat 
him till he forgets all his Texts and his Tythes, 
and then J muft beat his Brains out; for, a Par- 
fon never forgets Tythes and Injuries. This Sack 
makes makes me talk like an Orator. Come, Huffy, 
let’s go; don’t hang back. 

Suf. Sweet Mr. Clum/fey, let us {tay till fome- 
body’s up to fhut the Duors after us. 

Clum. Let the Doors fhut themfelves, or the 
Sprights look after them: come along, for I ne- 
ver was in the mind before: and now I am fet 
upon it I will be marry’d. By Dido, I'll make thee 
Lady of the Mannor; and our Sons Shall be all 
Free-Thinkers, Sourh-Sea Direftors, Members of 
Parliament, and have good Pofts and large Pen- 
fions; but one fhall be a Projeétor: and our 
Daughters fhall be Counteffes, Maids of Honour, 
great Wits, Kept-Miftreffes, and the Devil and all, 
By aie, T love Wit. Come along, Wife, that is 
to be. 

Saf. Now muft I wed this Fool for his Eftate, 
and be obliged to fin with fome Man of Merit to 
mend the Breed, and furnifh a witty Heir to in-, 
herit his Fortune, and do him Honour: ’tis the 
Duty of all Wives, who marry Fools or Doatards. 


[Exeunt omnes, 
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SCENE I. 
A Parlour in MeGRim’s Houfe. 


Enter Mecnrim attended by Frizeve and Dr- 


LIGENCE. He is drefiing, and puts on one thing 
for another, 


MecRIM. 


O dear! O dear! my Head! my Head! Oh! 
Diligence, you have been a faithful Servant to 
me can you guefs nothing of this Matter, who 
thefe Fiends are, and why they vifit us? 

Dil. No indeed, Sir; 1 believe it is fome of 
the wicked ones whom Your Whrfhip has been 
fevere upon. I remember that it is not long fince 
that you committed Timorky Thump it to the 
Compter for Fornication with his Maid; and a 
Baftard-Child by Prudence Formal that keeps the 
Conventicle: and I conceive, that the haunting 
of Your Worfhip’s Houfe may be fome evil De- 
fign of thofe wicked ones. 

Frib. Here is your Tea, Sir, and fome Cake: 
indeed, you will deftroy your Life, if you ftay 
here; Lord! how pale you look! Mr. Diligence, 
pray take care of my poor Mafter; I do all I can 
to preferve him, Heaven knows. 

Dil. Sir, there is three Bonds due to Day, you 
bid me remind you, then Mr. Spendtbrift, and the 
Widow Lucklef/s’s Notes are to be renew’d, and a 
Premium pay’d, fhe begs hard that you will abate 
fomething. Meri. Bate fomething, no nota Mite, 
there’s a Dog that owed me fifty Pounds dead in the 
Marfoalfea, | have nothing but Loffes, and Crof- 
fes ; go Frible, call Clarinda, there’s another vexa 
tious 
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tious Affair to get over. [Exit Frible.] Diligence, 1 
have always trufted you in my Affairs, and you 
know how the Accompt ftands between my Ward 
Clarinda and me; and, ‘if fhe does not marry my 
Nephew or young Spendthrift, | fhall be obliged 
to accompt for five hundred a-year, which I have 
receiv'd from her Effate ever fince fhe was four 
Years old: a cruel Article, befides much Money 
rais'\d by Fines, renewing of Leafes,and fuch like; 
which | can fink into my own Pocket, if eitherthe 
Fool or the Rake has her: Iam now going there- 
fore to try all Perfuafions, and Meaus to accom- 
plith this Defign. I fuppofe that my Nephew is not 
yet firing; but when | have talk’d with her, you 
Shall call him. 


Enter FRB. 
Frib. Sir! Madam Clariada. 


Enter CLARINDA. 

Clar, Your Pleafure, Sir. 

Meg. Sit down, my dear Child, I have, you know 
been a Father to you, fince the Death of your Fa- 
ther, my good Friend Mr. Dealwell, as honeft a 
Merchant as ever traded to Spain your Fortune, 
which he left in my Hands, has been carefully im- 
proved and managed, and now being in Years,and 
full of Troubles, I defire to fee you placed in the 
World Child; and, L have pitched upon my Ne- 
phew for a Husband for you, being a Man of For- 
tune, tho’ not altogether bred after the Manner of 
the Londoners: but he is bred free from the Vices 
of the Ace, 

Clar. Sir, as for Vices, | know no difference be- 
twixt a Courtier and ‘a Clown, but that the firfl 
wenches and drinks genteely with fome good 
Manners and Modefty, refining his Pleafures, and 

con 
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concealing his Debaucheries, whilft the Clown 
fins brutifhly, and publickly, a@ting more a like 
Beait than a Rational ; fo you propofed that wild 
thoughtlefs Rake Spendrbrift to me: and to anfwer 
both Propofals in a few Words, I am refolved not 
to change my prefent Condition at this Time, nor 
admit of any farther Propofals of Marriage; fo | 
return you Thanks for your good Intentions: and, 
as for your Nephew, let him efpoufe his Mare 
Dido, he’s fit Company for none but Dogs and 
Horfes ; and whenever] marry, myHusband fhall 
accompt with you for my Fortune: and fo a good 
Morning to you. - (Exit Clarinda. 

Meg. A {mart Girl, Diligence, I fear 1 jfhall be 
baffled at aft; but Pll make her Husband {pend 
one half of her Fortune e’re he gets the other: nay, 
Pl fly to Holland before I'll payit. But, now J will 
tell you fomething that concerns me yet more near- 
ly; 1 am convinced my Wife cuckolds me, but 
want the Means to convi& her of it 3; in order ta 
which, have refolved that you Shall this Day go to 
Londen, and borrow mea Devil's Habit at Whit 5, 
like thofe the Perfons ware who haunt my Houle: 
this you muft bring home privately,and lodge in my 
Chamber above, where | will pretesd to lye ths 
Night; then fo foonas the Fa nily’s a-bed, Vil 
drefs, and go into my Wife’s Chamber, and you 
mutt not ftir to make any Novfe till I call : and 
thus I fhall, no doubt, difcover all; then do you 
enter with thofe I appoint to affift you. 

Dill. It is an admirable Defign, and I will exe- 
cute my Part in it faithfully and dex teroufly. 

Meg. Goin with me, and I'll give you Money; 
then order the Coach to be ready: ‘my Abfence 
will colour our Defign the better. Alas, what's 
there? [I thought fomething touch’d tre behind: 
Oh dear? Oh dear! [Excunt omnes. 
. SCENE 
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SCENE II. Miranda’s Ledging, 


Enter Miranda, and Finick drefing her, 


Mir. lam ftrangely uneafy about Archpole, he’sa 
great Diffembler. 1 was married fo young to my 


_ old deceafed Husband Fondle, that I never knew 


the Pains and Pleafures of loving. But ¢rchpole 
has found the way to pleafe; I love him, and could 
I be affured that he lov’d me fincerely, I would 
pucker my Satisfaction with facrificing my Per- 
on and Fortune to him; but, alas! I have too 
mi reafon to fufpeé his Affection and Mel:fJa’s 
irtue. 

_ Fin. Really, Madam, fo you have; for he cer- 
tainly has epee upon his Hands, fome Mi- 
ftrefs whom he nightly vifits; and I have heard 
that he loved her long fince. 


Exter Archpole. 


Arch, How fares my Goddefs this {weet Mor- 
ning? Give mea tafte of Ambrofia from thofe Co- 
ral Lips. [Embraces.} Come, when fhall we be 
married? Fix the happy Hour. 

Mir. Marry’d! Why do you with fo much Con- 
fidence promife yourfelf that 1 will marry you, 
when I never told you { would have you, didi? 

4rcb. No, not in downright Terms: But | am 
fure that you have no Averfion to me, and that 
you never {wore you would not 5 and I'll lay my 
Life that you won’t fay that you will not marry 
me. 

Mir. 1 am obliged to you, however, for think- 
ing that I am fo cautious in what I fay; for tis a 
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fign that I value my Word: And that’s more than 
you do 5 for { am pofit've thar you have fome o- 
ther M drefs, wao at leaft fhares your Affection 
with me. Com , confefs the Truch, and merit a 
Pardon; | may, p rhaps, be very merciful. 

Arch. You wrong me greatly, Miranda, | {wear 

ou do: "Tis cruel and unkind. Tell me what 
Devil whifpers fuch F ..fhvods in your Ear? Some 
happy Rival has fupplanted me in your Efteem 3 
but let me tell you, Madam. I wont be fool'd, 
and-tamely pocket np the Wrong. My Sword 
fhall fpeak my Refentment, and do me Right 5 he 
fhall not fleep fecurely in your Arms. 

Mir, Did I e’er promife you my Hand? Falfe- 
hood! how dare you brand me with a thing fo 
bafe ! What tho’! fuffer’d you to tell your Paffion, 
and treated you civilly, yet I promifed nothing, 
How ftrangely infolent you’re grown! you're 
like to make a wond’rous patient Husband. 
Major, whene’er I marry, | will not be hector’d 
into it, be affur’d. 

4rch, Gods how fhe ufes me! Am I that tame 
Slave to bear all this? Thrown from my Hopes, 
and told, that twas only bare Civility that made 
you to admit my Vifits. Oh fickle artful Sex! Mi- 
ynnd’s but a very Woman. Madam, IJ go, and 
when you fend me word I fhall be welcome, 1’ll 
return. Jl mafter my unruly Paffion, or die. 

Ext. 

Mir. Finick, what have I done? Go, call him 
back. No, ftay; this Night fhall cure my Love, 
and procure my future Peace. Go and provide 
fome ftrange Difguifes for us, fome Mafquerading- 
Habits againft Night, like thofe the Servant 
fhew’d you at Archpole's Lodging, which he and 
Sprightly go out in a-nights; for [am refolved to 
watch their Lodging this Night with you fo dif- 
euiled, 
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suifed, and follow them, by which I shall cer- 


tainly difcover his Falfkood, and perhaps fhame 
him into a generous Confeffion of his Fault, and 


bring him to Reventance ; and fo, by granting a 


Pardon, I fhall oblige him to make Reparation, or 


eife cure my fick Soul of the fond Paffion that 
breaks my Rett 


If he repents, Tam fure I fhall forgive ; 
If he perfifts, Pll hate him whilft J live, 
{Ect 


SCENE IV. A Couatry-Town 


Enter Cuumsty drunk, balling bis BrideSusam 
along with Fidlers, and the Mob after bint. 


Ciumf. Do, do, play away, Scrapers ; hold, m4 
Spoufeand | will dancethe Ckefoire-Rounds. Come, 
my crooked Rib, begin, put the beft Foot for- 
ward: Play the Chefbire-Rounds, ye Dogs, play 
away. 

Sal Lord ! Squire, my Dear, | mean, go home, | 
and don’t tire me fo: Why you have drag’d me 
through all the Town almoft, pray go home. 

Job. No, Mafter, dons; give us fome more 
good Bub tu drink your Honour’s Health, and 
we'll dance and ring the Bells for you, as if it 
were a State-Holiday. Fags, we love Weddngs, 
and the young Gentlewoman looks bewitching- 
ly. roth, Sir, it is enough to make my Chaps 
water. Noble Squire, let's drmk your Health 
and your Lady’s in Bumpers. 

Clum. Ay, Friend, fo you fhall, by Sudas Ifca- 
riot: fhe’s a Squirefs, I affure you, for I have 
ignify’d and dignify’d her; we are wedded and 

E bed. 
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bedded. Come, play away the Chebire-Rounds 
| and let us dance merrily, my Lads. ‘ 
[He dances, and fome of the Mol 
joyn in a Country-Daner, 
‘Mob. Rarely done, noble Squire; od’s Hearts. 
you dance like a Prince, and the Lady trips like, 
Fairy-Queen. 
Suf. Oh dear! I am quite tired; for Heaven's 
fake let us go home. I 
Clum. Well, Spoufe, I'll call at this one Houfe 
more, and we'll go: never fpoil Company, le 
me treat thefe honeft Men with fome Bumpers. 
[Kiffes her, and then knocks at an Alehoufe-Door, 
Here Houfe, Houfe: come Friends, and follow 
me; Pil treat ye all, by Dido. 
Suf. i wed, already I repent, and curfe my 
‘Fate ; 
To rid me of the Fool, I'd give all his 
Eftate. 
[Exeunt Ommes 


The End of the Fourth Aéf. 
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ACT V. SCENE 1 
SCENE Night. 


Enter Mecrim in bis Hall with a Dark-Lanthorn in 
his Hand drefsd like ARCHPOLE in Mafqucrade. 


N OW will I fteal into my Wife’s Chamber, and 
were I young, I might, perhaps, be my owa 
Cuckold-maker, and get a lawful Heir in a feem- 
ing unlawful way, and fo be before-hand with my 
vigorous Rival; but fuch an Attempt wou'd be 
the way to difcover all: my Flannel -Waitcoat 
and Cough will certainly betray me, if I ap- 
roach'd the Strumpet too near: my way mutt 
Be to whifper fome tender Speeches, and then 
pretend to retire on hearing fome Noife. All my 
Aim is but to draw the Secret of my Rival’s 
Name from her, that my Refentment may know 
where to fall, and my Revenge be glutted with. 
expofing her, and ruining him. Ob! how tranf 
ported would my Soul be, if I could but finger 
fome Thoufand Pounds of the Rake’s; ! dceubr 
not but I fhall find her waking: Luft and Fear 
will keep her fo. Now [4l to the fatal Dour 
where Infamy has, doubtlefs, often enter’d: her 
Imagination may be fo fill’d with the Idea of her 
Lover, that fhe may not difcover me; ll faften 
both Doors within-fide, and if my Rival-Devils 
come, they fhall wait my Leifure e’re they enter; 
Heaven preferve me, for | am in a ftrange Difor- 
der; Revenge inflames my Courage. [tarts ] Ha! 
what’s that ? no matter, I will venture. [Goes ix 
E 2 SCENE 
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SCEWNE*TE 
Chanees to the GARDEN 


Eater Archpole and Sorightly with Dark-Lanthorns, 
follow'd hy Miranda and Finic« at fome diftance in 
the fame Difguifes, and with Dark-Lanthorns alfo. 
Archpole opens the Houfe-Deor, and goes in with 
Svrightly, foutting it after them. Miranda and 


te] 


Finick left withour. 


Mrnanpa. 


"Tis as we thought, “tis Megrim’s Wife and 
Ciwrids, doubtlefs, whom they vifit: but now 
what flail we do to get in a:id fee the Sport, and 
{i orl it ¢ 

Fis, Faith, T can’c teil 5 let me fee, we'll set in 
foe way or otner, never fear. [Sv loats about.) 
Wonder’s a Ladder, let's fet it to this Balcony, 
ind itale jt; we can but wander foftly about the 
HMoufe till we get Saht of them : and if they are 
already lodg’d, we fhall difcover where, and fee 
fyem at cher coming out of the Chamber. 

hur. Kxceilent! fetch it quickly, I'd mount it 
iF it were higher taan the Monument: Love and 
Jealoufy makes Cowards Heroes: and Women even 
outvy Mankind in hardy Exploits, and dare to do 
any thing; and they have made me even forget 
that I’m a Woman. 
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SCENE IJV. Te Hill. 


Enter ARCHPOLE and SPRIGHTLY. 


Arck. Now Friend, the Coaft being clear, fince 
Migrim’s lodg’d above, we have nothing left to 
fear ; Vll to the expeting Fair, and you fhall pay 
yourfelf for laft Night’s Difappointment in Clarin- 
da’s Arms. Bound to the golden Coaft of Love 
we cannot fail of Pleafure and Succefs. This is 
the firft happy Night that I can promife myfelf 
with MelifJa 5 for the two laft her old Dragon pre- 
vented me from being happy: but now Til make 
her and myfelf Amends, and be bleft for fome 
Hours, in {pite of the jealous Wretch. 

Spr. And 1 will feaft on Virgin-fweets, unfully'd 
Charms; for, if there is any true Felicity on 
Earth, it muft confift in the Enjoyment of a vir- 


. tuous Maid who loves one, and is lawfully one’s 


own: All this I am confident that I have gotten 
in my Clarindz, I pafs’d the laft Night fo ill, that 
I would not wifh to live fuch another ; therefore, 
Vil fly to her*Arms, and fnatch the Bleffing, left 
fome unlucky Accident again prevent me. Friend, 
farewell ; may Mercury ftand Pimp, and Vexus guide 
us, and Pluto take him that difturbs us. 


(Exexnt Omnci, 


E yx Enter 


54 The Merry Mafqueraders. O7, 


Enter Megrim coming out of bis Wife's Chambr-, 
fouts the Door after bim, fets down kis Dar 
Lanthorny and ftands before the Door. 


Meer. 

T heard a Noile at the Door,.and thence con- 
clude that the-Sprights are come: my hellifh 
Wife receiv’d me with open Arms, and a Tranf- 
port fhe ne’er fhew’d before ; chid me for flaying 
fo long ; call’d me her Life, her Dear, her Soul ; 
but call’d me by no Name: I whifper’d the fofteft 
Things I could invent, but fearing Difcovery, 
pretended that I heard a Noife, and would have 
w thdrawn ; but fhe grafp'd me fo faft about the 
Weck, that I really thought fhe would have 
flrangled me. Surely, the deluding Syren knew 
my Voice; [ flruggled, and at laft got from her; 
on which fhe reproach’d me with Coldnefs, and 
want of Love: fo I hafted to retire, and ftum- 
bling have broke both my Shins; confound her, 
Ah! what a befotted Fool was I to marry at thefe 
Years; Curfe on my dull Pate: I muft get a Di- 
vorce to divorce her from me. But alas! I want 
Proof, and mutt therefore, in the end, wink at her 
Erimes, and conceal my Difgrace. But hold: 
here comes fomebody; I wifti that 1 were fafe in 
my Eed now. 


Enter Archpole, and flarts at feeiag Megrim. 


vivch, Ha! Friend, what are we both pre- 
vented ? why, the Door’s lock’d within-fide, and 
I have knock’d, but cannot make Meliffa hear: Is 
Clarinda deaf too? Or, are they dead aiicep? 
What can this mean ? 

Meg. Now what muft I fay? I find Clarinda’e 
engaged in the Spright’s Confpiracy. [ Afide. 
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Arch, Why don’t you fpeak, Charles? Are you 
dumb ? What fhall we do? 

Meg. Let us wait a litre. 

Arch, Wait! Plague, I won't wait; It knock at 
the Door till fhe lets me in. 

Meg. No, hold, perhaps you'll wake Megrinz. 

Arch, No, never fear that; the old Cuckold 
fleeps profoundly, 1 warrant you: we have 

lagued him. fo much thefe two Nights patt, 
that he'll be glad of Reft to-night; the old 
Fumbler is, ‘perhaps, gone to-bed to Meliffa: if 
fo, | will drive him out, and fright the ill-natur’d | 
Fool into better Manners. Shall he deprive me 
of the Woman I love ? No; though the Law has 

iven him a Right’ to her in publick, her Per- 
2 and Affections fhall be mine in private. 

Meg. Oh! Patience, what a Villain’s this! and 
what a Wretclh am I! Oh curfed Matrimony! 
here’s a Dog! [Aide 

Arch. Come, Friend, ftand by ; and I'll go in, 
tho’ I break down the Door. 

Mez. Indecd you omnft not. 

Arch. Muft not! I will; what do you mean? 
This Language from my Friend is moft furpri- 
zing : Come, don’t vex me. [Goes to: put him by. 

Meg. You fhall not go into that Chamber this 
Night, by Heaven. 

Arch, Come, come,. no fooling, Charles; take 
Care that you play me no falfe Play. 

Meg. I'll fee thy Face, tho’ it were Death but to 
attempt it. [Goes to tear bis Mafque off. 

Arch. Hell and Furies! who are you ? Not my 
Friend ; [Strikes bin] PU chaftife thy Infolence 
amply. Here take that,.that, and that. 

[Kicks, beats, and throws bim over and 
over, fo drives bim off the Stage. 


SCENES 
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CEN E IV’. Clannda’s Ghinden 
Enter Clarinda and Cicely. 


Cla. He ftays long, pray Heaven nothing hap- 
pens to prevent or difcover them ; fure the Squire 
has {pirited Sufan away, that we hear nothing of 
them. 

Cic. Ah ! dear Madam, the Town has rung of 
their Wedding this Morning. Hark! I hear a 
Noife. 


Enter Miranda and Finick in their Difguifes, 
they flund furprifed. 


Cla, Blefs me,. what do my Eyes fee? Who are 
thele? Speak, who are you? 
’ [They make Signs to one anosker. 


Enter Sprightly in a Pafion. 


Spr. Faithlefs Clarinda, you, doubtlefs, know 
who they are; they left your Chamber, as I, 
wing'd with Defire, was haftening to your Arms. 
To deceive me, have I a Brace of Rivals? or, is 
one the Pimp to guard the Door whiltt the other 
wrongs me? I will have Juftice. Unmafque,Vil- 
lains, or TU fend your Souls to the dark Realms 
below. 

[Goes to lay hold of them, Miranda and Finick 
foriek, and ron away, Sprightly follows. 

Cla, Oh! what can this mean? Curfe on Me- 
iff2, has fhe a Crowd of Lovers? and muff Ube 
Tuin'’d for her? Come, Cicely, let us follow them 5 
1 will be juftify’d, or die by his Hand. 
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Cie. For Heaven’s Sake, Madam, don’t difcover 
all, and ruin Mrs. .Megrim, who was ever kind to 
ou. 
Clar. Tell me not of Meliffa, my Peace is ruin’d; 
J have loit my Husband’s Love and good Opiniow: 
and | would facrifice the whole World to retrieve 
it. Oh! Iam ruin’d and undone. 
[Goes ont wringing her Hunds, 
Cic. She’s cruelly vex’d, having been twice dif 
appointed, a Bride, and Mill a Maid 5 and that’s 
enough to enrage her. 


For Woman difappointed, does a Fury grow; 
No Prieft of Tythes berett wou’d lefs Compaffion 


ew. 
(Exit. 


SCENE V. Tobe Hull. 


Mrs. Mori peeping at the Door of her 
Chamber ove hears all, 

Enter Archpele, who drags in Megrim. " 

Arch. You fhan’t efcape me, I'll beat you to a 

Pumice buz 171 make you tell me what you are, 


who you are, and tow you came by this Difguite, 
and for what End? Tho’ I know ’tis Migrim ; [4 


‘fid.J but want a further Pretext to thrafh him 


foundly, that he may fear to plague me another 
tine. 

Meg. O Lord! O Lord! give me a little time 
to fetch my Breath; you have certainly murther’d 
me, I fhall never recover, or be myfelf again. 
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Enter Sprightly with Miranda and Finick, xho 
feeing Archpole and Megrim, ftand all amax'd 
and filent; at laff Megrim uxmafques. 


Meg. See then, vile Wretch, whoe’er you be, 
the wretched Man whom you have fo bafely 
wrong’d, difhonour’d my Bed, debauch’d my 
faithlefs Wife, and now beat me inhumanly, to 
compleat my Injuries and your Guilt; but I will 
have Juftice. ; 

[Archpole, Sprightly, Finick and Miranda, 
all laugh ; and Archpole fteps to Spright- 
ly, and whifpers. 

Arch, But, Charles, tell me who are thefe new 
Devils ? 

Spr. Fiends like us come hither, doubrlefs, on 
the fafhionable Bufinefs of Cuckoldom, to make 
me of the good Juftice’s forked Order. I find 


. they know us. 


Enter Clarinda and Cicely. She feeing thre 
alike is confounded. P 


Cla, Why do you fly me, my dear Husband, 
ahd not hear me juftify patel? Difcover your 
Face, here are the Perfons you fufpeét, Strangers 
tome, 1 {wear ; now make them unmafque, and 
declare their Buiinefs here. 

Spr. Come, Friends, what are you, and your 
Butinefs here? how got you in? Speak, or I'l! 
force the Secret from you. 

_ Mir. Love and Jealoufy brought me here, cu- 
rious ta know who wrong’d me and was falfe; 
and being now fatisty’d, [ defire to be no farther 
quef- 
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queftion’d: As for Clarinda, fhe is wholly inno- 
cent. 

Spr. This fhan’t ferve your Turn, Sir. Friend, 
help me to hold them; for I will fee their Faces, 
though they were Bafilisks, and could look me 
dead. {Archpole frezes Finick, and Sprightly 
Miranda 3 foe whifpers. A 

Mir. Now fhall I be expos’d ; curs’d Accident! 
Sir, pray let me {peak to Mr. 4rchpole s if you 
are not he, Iam a Woman, don't expofe me. 

Spr. Here, Friend, take you this Prifoner, he 
will make fome Difcoveries to you. 

Arch. To me, by Heavensit’s fome Female: 
now for a new Intrigue, and that’s always wel- - 
come to a Man of my Years; ‘tis a Woman's 


- Voice. (Afide. 


Mir, Let us withdraw a moment, I mutt {peak 

to you in private. { dfide, 
[They ftep out of tke Room, Finick would 
follow, but is ftopp’d by Sprightly. 

Spr. No, Stripling, you muft not go; fo tell 
me who you-are ? 

Fin, Poco, oco, quando, quomodo, mi, bi, Sy reves 
rumque, voca, poca, Signora, 

Spr. Come, come, unmafque, Gibberifh shall 
not ferve your Turn. 


Archpole and Miranda come in fill mafqued, 
he laughing whifpers to Sprightly. 


4rch, Come, Friend, let us go; harkye "twas 
Miranda follow’d me; we are reconciled, and 
have agreed to be marry’d to-morrow: I muft fee 
her home. The Cuckold has not yet difcover’d 
who we are, whifper Clarinda to follow us, and 
we'll get off ; for we'll haunt this Place no more, 


Tam cured. [Sprightly whi/pers ro Clarinda, 


Arch, 
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Arch, Good-night, good Juftice, we'll be gone, 
This Night our Devils-Sports are done ; 
Cuckold yourfelf, for we'll no more re- 

turn, 


Enter Megrim with Servants arm’d with Piftols, and 
furvcund them; they all fland amatd. 


Meg. No, Friends, ye fhall not ftir from this 
Place till i know every Face. 


Eater Mrs, Megtim. 


urs. Meg. What occafions all this Uproar ? 

Meg. You Sorcerefs, Syren, Crocodile, tell me 
who is that Devil that makes me and you Mon. 
fters? Speak, or old as am, this Hand fhall fi 
erifice you this minute. 

airs. Meg, Sure, Husband, you are ftark-mad; 
what, you vifited me yourfelf like a Devil, and 
thought that I did not know you: Well, now | 
will confefs all the Truth ; you have been jealous 
of me long, and Heaven knows without a Cauf: 
and | was now, at laft, refolved to punith you; 
in order to which Clarinda and | contriv’d a Plot, 
and mutually obliged each other 3 fhe loving Mr. 
Sprightly engaged him in our Defign, and he his 
Friend the Major; and they provided Difguifes, 
and engaged Miranda in the Defign. 

Fin. This is incomparable, now mut I help 
her out. [Afide.] and 4, Sir, took your Place, lay 
crofs your Stomach, [Unwafques.] and drove you 
out of Bed, whilf@ the Major and the Captain 
ranged the Houfe, bound your Servants, and 
frighted your Nephew, and made Noifes to com 
tinue and increafe your Fears; it was only a ‘meny 
Sra 
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Frolick, and nothing of moment has enfued but 
only a Wedding betwixt Captain. .Sprightly and 
Madam Clarinda, and a Promife of one between 
my Lady and the Major.. [ They all unmafque. 


Arch. No, Juftice ; indeed your Lady is very | 


honeft: and, as it was but a-Frolick, 1 hope 
you will pardon the Freedom I took in. drubbing 


of you a little; which | had not done had you | 


not provok’d me. Firft, we.all know your Lady’s 
Virtue, and her Wrongs, and you certainly me- 
rited Punifhment, I hope this will work a Cure 
upon you. ) af 

Meg. Thankye Sir, I am much indebted to 
yous I hope Lucifer will be your. Pay-matter: 

Spr. Come, my Charmer, for your Sake, pro- 
vided the Juftice will be good-natur’d for the fu- 
ture, Vl be very reafonable, as to all the Advan- 
tages which he has made of the Management of 
your Fortune. Come, Sir, difmifs your Guard, 
and let’s hear what you fay. 


Mrs. Meg. Come, Numpy, I hope you won't. 


fufpett your own dear Wife any more; come, let 
us kifs, and be Friends: indeed, it was nothing 


but a very innocent Frolick to cure your Jealoufy, . | 


Numps, 

Meg. A painful Cure; but may I believe your 
or, is it not wifeft forme fo to do? let me con- 
fider, [Ruminates.} to bea Cuckold¢. cudgel’d, 
and laugh*d at, is very hard; but what Remedy 


is to be had when mo Fa& can be prov'd fufficient. | 


to gain a Divorce? Nothing remains but Separa- 
tion by mutual Confent, the confequence of which 
is, that the Wife has what fhe wants, Liberty; 
and the Man is pointed at, and contemn’d=: but 
then, muft a Man father Children of other Folks 
getting ? What then? they bear his Name, and 
he has the Credit of getting them ; whieh is. the 
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fame thing as if he did. Who can be certain the 
Children his Wife brings him are his own? If the 
true Fathers. were to own every Man in the Na- 
tion, what. ftrange Diforders would it occafion 
both in Church and State ¢ and how many Gen- 
tlemen would be obliged to drive the Coaches 
they. now ride in, and wear Liveries for Bread ? 
Why then fhould I trouble myfelf any further? I 
will,.to punifh her, credit her Tale, and conceal 
my own Difgrace, and wifely wear my Horns in 
my Pocket, like many of my Betters in the City, 
and keep her with empty Pockets, and if fhe 
Guns, oblige her to be private in it, by good Ulage: 
And now, fince I can have no lawful Heirs, Vik 
enjoy what I have, and give up my Bonds and 
Notes for the principal Sums,. with lawful Inte- 
veft, in hopes of Pardon for my pait Crimes. [To 
ber.| Wife, come here; 1 pardon you this innocent 
odd Frolick,. as you term it, upon Condition that 
it fhall be the Jaft. And for you,.Gentlemen, | 
with ye much Joy, and that your Wives may be 
as good and chafte as mine; and from henceforth 
my Doors fhall be open to receive fuch good Com 
pany by Day: but he that comes by Night fhall 
be treated like a Villain and a Robber. Hark! 
fure fomething extraordinary is the Matter; g0 
e. [Great knocking at the Gate 
arch. Madam, you are well off. we'll intrigue 
no more. [Aide to Mrs. Megrimy 


Exter a Servant with Clumfey drunk, 
and Sufan led by bim. 


Clam, What a Plague, Uncle, a Man may ftan¢ 
till his Heels freeze at your Gate before he can 
get into your Houfe. Hey day! what's here, 
Lucifv%s Court met? what, are the Major, Cap 

talD 
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tain, and all turn’d Devils? Nay, and my old 
Uncle, by Dido. 
Meg. Only a Frolick, Nephew ; but what have 
‘ou been doing with Sufan? 

Clum. Why, by Dido, Nunky, I have wedded’ 
and bedded her; and fhe’s now your Niece,. and 
my Lady, and we have been huge merry: for we 
have danced, eat and drank all Day; we have had 
Sack, Punch, Metheglim, Stout, Ale, Brandy ; and 
drank till we ftar’d again. 

Suf- Yes, and {nor’d too; for he has drag’d me 

about ever fince Morning that we were marry’d, 
till he was fo gone in his Senfes that he could go 
no further: fo he flept four Hours.at an Ale-houfe, 
and then I perfwaded.him to come home. 
. Clar. Well, Suan, he has a good Eifate,. and a 
good Seat to carry you to; and when you get 
thither you’ll have Servants to go abroad with 
him, and bring him home. 

Clum.. By Dido, fo fhe fhall: why, I keep the 
beft Company in the Parifh at home, and can 
drink down both the Parfon and the Curate: nay, 
by Dido, I have fent them both home with the 
Sexton and Clark: but I am never in Drink my- 
felf. Come, Huffy, come'to Bed, and to-morrow 
Pll carry you home; and there we'll eat Capons, 

‘drink Otfober, and get a Race of young Squires 
and Squireffes, that fhall keep up the Name of 
Clumfey as long as time endures. 

Meg. Light my new Kinfwoman and Nephew 
to Bed; and to-morrow we will treat you all at 
Dinner. 

Clum. But firft let us have a Dances come, 
Fiends, adieu Black-guard very civil Gentlemen. 

Arch, Mr. Megrim, my Bride and I invite ye all 

to dine with us to-morrow ; next Clarinda and my 
Friend 
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Friend fhall treat, then you, and then we'll all-to 
London : 


Where all Conveniencies for Love are found, 

WhereJilts and Knayes, Cullies and Cheats abound; 

Where ev'ry Man goes drefs’d in Mafquerade, 

And is not what he feems, Cheating is Trade 5 

And Pimps ‘and Knaves grow rich,. whilft Wits 
row poor: 

Where Honetty’s a Jeft, and Bawd and Whore 

Thrive beit, and "tis the Gallant’s Fafhion 

To kifs Men’s Wives for Recreation, : 

And keep a MifS, the Mode of all'the Nation. 

Yet even there the Good may live fecure, 

The virtuons Mind all Trials will endure. 

Virtue in every Place is {till the fame, 

Tis the Wife’s Mind fecures the Husband's Fame 

Vainly the jealous Fool himfelf does teaze, 

For Woman will deceive him, if the pleafe: 

Love and Revenge the Way will quickly thew; 

Tho’ in a Dungeon lock’d, flie’ll cuckold you. 

Then let'us boldfy truft the Darling-Fair 5 

Gain but her Heart, and none can ruin her: 

"Lho’ gay and wanton, and to Change inclin’d., 

By Love you'll fet a Padlock on her Mind. 
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